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even worse than on her daughter: she would turn pale, snatch
at her smelling salts, rub her forehead with eau-de-Cologne > and
finally make a dash for the garden. If only Leopold' had
shown any wish to talk to Karoline, to ask her about frer life,
to tell her of his own! But no: he came, he drizzled, and he
went. Karoline felt that she had been brought over to England
merely to act as his reader. She was not only exasperated
but bewildered. It never struck her that, in all probability,
her conversation bored Leopold as much as his drizzling bored
her. In appearance she might be like Charlotte but, if we
judge from her memoirs, though her nature was charming
her mind was commonplace, and Leopold was not an old
enough man to be amused by a pretty girl's chatter, nor a
young enough one to care to laugh with her merely because
she, too, was young. He and Charlotte had been close to
each other in age, they had had friends in common, and with
her originality and wit, and knowledge of that inner royal
world to which they both belonged she had been a perfect
companion; but Karoline could only offer him the gossip of
the Berlin theatre or the gossip of domesticity, and Leopold,
his mind filled at the moment with this affair of the Greek
crown, may well have been in the mood for neither.
However, to go to this plaything villa tucked away amid
the green of Regent's Park made an object for a drive, and
while he drizzled away it was pleasant to hear that young
voice reading aloud. Possibly, at these moments, contacting her
personality in this oblique manner, he could play with the idea
that she was Charlotte better than when they talked or when
he looked at her directly.   But these refinements of devotion
were beyond Karoline, and her simple heart longed for respon-
siveness, for some mention, at the very least, of their wedding!
At times she and her mother would go,  conducted by
Stockmar or Leopold's valet, to see the sights of London.
They stared at the llamas and hyenas in the Zoo, went to
the Opera to hear Lalande sing, to the Haymarket Theatre
to see Vestris, to Astley's for a performance of the battle of
Waterloo, to the Tower to gaze at the past. Going and returning
on these various expeditions they had to drive through Regent's
Park, which still held its fascination for Karoline.    What
especially struck her was the large number of children playing
on lawns in front of the houses with their ponies and goat-
chaises.   The Park itself was alive with all the fashionables of
the day riding or driving in "the most elegant toilettes."
All this was very delightful to look at, but when Karoline